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The New Year has arrived and with it the feelings of hope for the future. New 
plans, new ideas. Genesis hasn’t escaped these feelings, and the embodiment in 
this issue is Melbourne By Night, our project to detail our city in the future for use 
in games like Cyberpunk and Shadowrun. We hope it will be of great benefit to 
people wanting to base their campaigns in Melbourne. 

The other main attractions for role players in this issue are “The Acorn Drug”, 
the first of a two part mini-campaign that can be fitted quite easily into any game 
in Melbourne, and “The Role Playing Art’, an information article written by Ryan 
Alexander with suggestions for better role playing and getting into the feel of your 
games. 

@2eeoeee 

Recently we’ve had some requests for adventures etc for the Rifts and similar 
systems marketed by Palladium Books. We did some investigation and discovered 
that there is currently legal action taking place in the United States between 
Palladium and Wizards Of The Coast (who produce Primal Order). In the back of 
Primal Order WOTC included conversion notes to about twenty different games 
systems - including Palladium’s. Palladium sued for copyright and court action is 
still proceeding. 

What this means for Genesis is that we are going to attempt to contact Palladium 
about what we can and can't print, but until then, we believe we should not print 
anything in relation to Palladium games (except reviews, of course). 

@2eeo00e06 

Over the break | got a bit restless with the layout and look of Genesis, and 
attacked it. The result is what you see with the new layout and artwork. I'm happy 
with it, and | hope that everyone else likes it too. 

@#eoe@eees 


Crunchy Frog Enterprises (makers of Kill Everything) have been licenced by 
FASA Corporation to produce not just supplements but everything for the Renegade 
Legion game system. With FASA production geared toward full support of the 
BattleTech, Shadowrun and the new Earthdawn systems, Renegade Legion was 
in serious danger of dying out. Hopefully now we will be seeing many more 
supplements to come. 

@®eee6 6 

This magazine needs the support of its readers to survive. We've included a 
back order form for those people who have joined us “later in the program” as well 
as order the next issue of Genesis to be delivered to your door. We welcome any 
sort of submission, as well as use of the free classifieds, letters and the club 
descriptions. Hey, you all know the address - please make use of it! 


-JS 


Mini-Campaign art One 


Scenario Designed by Fastjax 


This is a short scenario designed to be played as part of an on-going 
campaign. It is the first part of a pair of linked scenarios ("Testing Grounds" 
will appear next issue), though the two do not have to be played in series; 
in fact it is recommended that GMs insert several scenarios between "The 
Acorn Drug”, which must be played first, and "Testing Grounds". 


The Start 


Through a fixer contact, the group are approached by a young scientist, 
Nigel Acorn. He explains the following: 


The Truth 


Nigel Acorn is actually Max Gruber, a Lieutenant Commander in Security 
for North-West Chemicals. Nigel Acorn was actually a very old man who 


Page 2 


did used to work for RybiChem, a small Australian based company, and he 
did develop a new drug. However, it was a biological weapon from the 
very start, Acorn never intended it any different. He stumbled upon the 
formula by accident. When he took his discovery to his RybiChem superiors, 
they told him to destroy the samples - they were not in the business of 
biological weapons and did not want to be. When Acorn refused, they 
confiscated his samples and sacked him. 

After about a week, Acorn contacted the Australian branch of North 
West Chemicals and offered to them his formula. He was visited by 
members of NWC Security and Research, and Acorn demanded a very 
high pension to live out the rest of his life in return for the formula. He 
showed them copies of tests he had conducted on lab animals, with 
frightening results. NWC didn’t want to have to pay for this man to live the 
high life, so they grabbed him and interrogated him. He revealed his previous 
work with RybiChem, and revealed he had discovered the virus/drug by 
accident. Unfortunately, he did not tell them that he required a heart drug 
to control a recurring heart murmur problem. He collapsed and died before 
he revealed the actual formula to the drug. 

NWC Security managed to penetrate the computer system of RybiChem, 
in the hope of finding something there. RybiChem had erased all files on 
the drug. NWC discovered, however, mention of the drug in a memo 
between two managers - and that the drug was being shipped “north” to 
be destroyed. Soon after they came upon details of a truck shipment 
going to the RybiChem plant in central Victoria, near Bendigo, that had no 
details at all of its contents. NWC concluded that it had to be the drug 
samples. 

From that, NWC Security hatched a plan to use the cover of Nigel 
Acorn, disgruntied employee, to hire shadow runners to hit the truck in the 
belief that it was going north to be developed as a weapon. The shadow 
runners, NWC security put forward, would take the samples of the drug 
and bring them to “Nigel Acorn”. NWC would then have a sample of the 
drug to develop. The shadow runners would be none the wiser - though 
a contingency plan would have to be developed to eliminate them if they 
suspected. 
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The Shipment 


The drug samples are being carried in a small unmarked truck the 
week after the shadow runners are contacted. Acorn supplies the PCs 
with details or the route and the expected security - very small. It will be 
up to the PCs to determine where along the route they wish to attack the 
truck, though it is recommended that attack it the road side diner it is 
programmed to stop at halfway in the trip. 

Two security will be in the front with the driver - the other two will be 
in the back of the truck. The doors are locked from the outside with bolts 
and an electroniclock. None of the crew know what they carry. The truck 
will also be followed by two other security officers in a Westwind chase 
car. 

The truck has a Barrier Rating of 4, with glass windows (Barrier Rating: 
2). 

The truck will take about 2 hours to travel from Melbourne to Bendigo, 
leaving at approximately 10 am. It has a programmed rest stop half way at 
a small highway diner. 

The samples are contained in a small drum (Hardened Material Barrier 
Rating: 30) within a locked metal case (Barrier Rating: 20). This is locked in 
place by a brace against the inside cab wall of the back of the truck. The 


case is not marked. 


RybiChem believe that the less attention drawn to the shipment the 
better. Therefore, all five men in the truck are dressed in unmarked coveralls 
and instructed to keep conversation with innocent people (i.e. at the diner) 
to a minimum. The two security in the chase car are dressed in business 
suits and have similar instructions. 

The PCs are not aware but both them and the truck and being followed 
by NWC Security Strike teams. Two women follow the PCs, one in a grey 
Westwind the other in a blue Westwind, and are in continual contact with 
a Strike Security team following some distance behind in a van. The truck 
is also being followed by a similar configuration, and the two teams will be 
in contact once the PCs move on the truck. They are instructed not to 
interfere unless it appears the PCs are going to detour from the plan, when 
they will strike with lightning efficiency, shooting to kill. 


Have the players roll Perception to detect the following cars every one 
and a while, randomly. Do not inform the PCs what they are rolling for - 
just have them roll, check their results, and let them know if they spot 
anything. Perception 11 will spot any one of the vehicles following the 
PCs or the truck (GM's decision according to the situation). 


The Hand OF 


If the PCs get the drug and return it to Acorn at an arranged place, he 
will give them the rest of the money and depart. The PCs are free to go. 

If the PCs confront Acorn with any suspicions, then he will back peddle 
long enough for the Strike Teams to converge - which will be about thirty 
seconds. They have been listening, and one may even be with Gruber 
acting as a “bodyguard”. 

Gruber will want the final meet to take place at a warehouse down in 
Port Melbourne, at the end of a dock. This is a deserted spot and convenient 


to Gruber if the PCs have to be gotten rid of. What he doesn’t know is that 


it is inhabited by a small gang, the Dockers, who if shooting starts will 
come running to find out what is going on. 

If the hand off goes well, the PCs will be slightly richer and North-West 
Chemicals will have the drug they wanted. The adventure is over, and the 
GM can hand out karma has he/she sees fit before moving on to the next 
adventure. 

If the hand off turns into combat, Max Gruber will attempt to get the 
drug and make off with it, two security in tow, while the other security 


keep the PCs and any gang members at bay. 


If the PCs win the fight and retain the drug, North-West Security will 
have marked them for termination and will vigorously attempted to retrieve 
the drug from them. This continual piot may be carried on for many 
adventures, and surely give ideas for many new ones. 


[Rob's Diner 


This is a standard roadside diner, catering to travellers on the 
highway. The menu is mainly synthetic with little taste, and the 
prices are rather exorbent. There will be half a dozen people in the 
diner; the two people who own/run the place and four customers, 
seated at various places around the diner.. 

1. Main Area. This section contains seven tables with chairs 
around each, as well as a counter area just opposite the hand- 
through window from the kitchen. Mary will be continually moving 
around this area, carrying meals, cleaning tables, etc. 

2. Kitchen. This is where the food is prepared and reheated, 
and contains three microwave units, a preparation area, and the 


Windows 


freezers. Rob, the owner/chef (if he could be called that) works in 
here and never comes out without good reason. Rob keeps a 
shotgun in the kitchen with him, "just in case".. 

3. Toilets. One male, one female. 

4, Car Park. This is the place where patrons of the diner park 
their vehicles, and is also where both the truck (marked with a T) 
and the chase car (marked with a S) will park. 

The bushes and trees surrounding the diner are thick enough 
to obscure someone crouching in them from visual sight. 
(Perception 5) Use of any other kind of sight (eg. IR) will immediately 
see anyone hiding in the bushes. (Note that low light is a visual 
medium - also that at the time of the PC arrival, it is the middle of 


the day). 


Highway 
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[RubiChem Compound 


The compound is completely surrounded by a 100 metre cleared area 
with no bushes, trees or long grass for anyone to hide in. There is a high 
alarmed fence with one gate. 

Scale -=120m 1. Administration building. This building houses all the administration 


staff of the compound - office workers, computers, and the Compound 
‘Administrator's office. It is a two storey building connected by two overhead 


walkways to the auxiliary building (2). 

2. Auxiliary Bullding. This contains more offices, storage areas and 
also the security offices of the compound. 

3. Vehicle Storage. This warehouse Stores ali the vehicles and 
workshops associated with them for the compound. There are two security 
Jeeps, four normal vehicles, one luxury car for the Administrator and one 
helicopter. 

4. Research Centre. This is the main building in which the scientists 
conduct their research experiments. This is also the building to which the 
shipment will be taken, and within the hour destruction will take place. 

5. Housing. This is where the compound staff - administration, research 
and security - live. The corporation also caters for their families, though ail 
children are sent away to live in the RybiChem Arcology in Sydney. 

6. Guard Towers. These towers are manned during the day to full 
complement (two men). During the night they are manned by a single 
guard. All towers have cameras mounted underneath which turn through 
270 degrees in thirty seconds, facing outwards. 

7. Entrance Gate. This is a double gate where all vehicles attempting 


entrance are looked over while outside the first gate, and if they pass that 
initial test they are permitted into the closed off section and the exterior 
gate closed behind them. From here they are fully investigated, asked for 
identity, and passengers and the vehicle scanned for hidden weapons and 
bombs. Once passed all these tests, they are permitted inside. 


Toward a befter tomorrow 


Warehouse on the Wharf 


This medium sized, one storey warehouse is positioned 


on the end of a wharf, surrounded on three sides by sea 
eight six metres deep. Unless using a boat, there is only 
one entrance and exit direction. 

1. Loading Bay. This area is the same level as the wharf 
exterior to the warehouse, with a ramp on the east end 
leading up to the raised storage level. There is an old and 
non-operative fork lift here, covered in dust that has been 
disturbed by many smaller hands. Entrance is gained 
through the large rolling door, the automatic system of 
which is long broken. The door can be opened manually 
by a chain attached to pulleys on its eastern side. There is 
also a small personel! door here. Hidden among the boxes, 
as well as in the boxes and drums outside, are the NWC 
Strike Team. The Dockers and their leader hide at the west 
end of the warehouse. 

2. Storage Area. Boxes are stored in rows on this raised 
area of the warehouse, and also two high atop each other. 
There is space between each row for a forklift to move. In 
the open centre is where Acorn and his "bodyguard" will 
meet the PCs for the hand off. The whole warehouse is 
dark with shadow, light from the broken windows high on 
the walls barely getting through. 

3. Loading Bay This is the second loading bay, similar 
to the first, accessed by roller door and two personell doors. 
one on the north and one of the east. There is another 
forklift parked here, in the same condition as the first. 
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Fiction by Jeremy Sadler 


Continued from Issue 2 


Fast transit on Johnson Orbital was provided by small electric cars, 
capable of carrying two passengers and luggage at some speed along the 
designated routes on the outer rim of the Orbital. There were no provisions 
for the vehicles further in toward the core because the gravity got lighter. 
Fast transit in those areas was by velcro moving paths, in the middle levels, 
or by trailing cable elevators in toward the core where people entered a 
tunnel and merely grabbed hold of a handle as it passed. 

Lieutenant Van Daley and Sergeant Harrison Caldwell took an electric 
car from the coffee shop around to the nearest normal lift "upwards". There 
were four hundred and fifteen levels on Johnson Orbital, and by Van's 
knowledge it was only a medium sized station. He knew for a fact that the 
Tyrishu Corporation platform had over six hundred levels... 

They took the normal lift _ 


"up" toward the core and feit ao 4 
the gravity slip away the closer Jaaaas 
they came to their destination. & a 
Gravity all bus disappeared at 
level fourteen, so they held : 
themselves still inside the lift 
by firm grasps around the bars a 
provided for the purpose. 
Once they reached level 
eleven, used largely just for Him 
storage, they took a hook = 

tunnel toward section C4, Van : 
was used to operating in null- 
g - as almost everyone whom : 
lived for any length of time 
on an Orbital was - but he 
always found the experience ° 
exciting, if not a little= 
sickening in the stomach. & 
Though there was someé& 
gravity at level eleven it was very light, so that normal movement 


became a series of long bounding steps. Level eleven was also small 
compared with the expanses of room provided by the station toward 
the outer rim - so much so that out there, the curve of the "floor" was 
hardly detectable. In Level eleven, they knew they were in a circular 
station. ; 

There was handles and velcro patches at strategic points along the 
corridor for movement control, but neither of the security officers 
required them. All security were issued with a LGCU - Low Gravity 
Control Unit. It was a palm sized unit that sucked air in the front and 
compressed it out the back, allowing it to "push" a person along at a 
reasonable speed. 

The two officers found the scene easy enough; several uniformed and 
suited officers pointed them in the right direction. 

The scene was a mess, as had been the other murders. Van had been 


hoping that this one was not the work of whoever the Press had started 
to call "Mister Death". He sighed when he saw the blood splattered on 
the walls, the badly cut female body and rested lightly on the floor. 
Some of the blood around the chamber was in small blobs, floating just 
against the floor and walls instead of spread across it like a mad piece 
of art. He moved closer, settling his stomach against the feeling of 
low-g and the sight itself. The woman wore a pressure suit, but it was 
cut open by huge gaping slashes that matched the wounds on her 
body. Her face, like all the others, was untouched - no wounds, no 
bruises. Her hair, brown and long, as tied up behind her head in a tight 
bun that stretched the edges of her face and gave her a hawkish 
appearance. 

He turned away and 
4 grabbed a uniformed officer 
/ that was moving silently by 
ry under the power of his belt 
4, UGC unit. "Who found her?" 
The officer pointed out 
7 the chamber door, and Van 


‘| pulled himself out, careful to 
: 


door frame. He spotted two 
| officers by themselves to one 
side of the corridor and 
moved across to them. 

"Okay," he said when he 
had reached them. One 
officer was male, the other 
female, and both stood with 
the magnetic boots of their 
pressure suits attached to the 
floor. The male appeared all 
right, though Van could see he was shaken. The woman's face was 
ashen and she stared off into nothing, slowly swaying in the low gravity. 

"Hey!" He waved a hand in front of her face. "What's your name?" 

She blinked and her grey eyes focused on him. "Di - Dianne, uh, 
Dianne Mitchell, sir." 

Van turned to the male. "You?" 

"Bryan Edwards, sir," the man answered in Academy crisp tones. 

"I'm Lieutenant Van Daley," Van told them. "I want you, one ata 
time, to tell me what happened." 

After some hesitation, the man spoke first. "Sir. We were proceeding 
on our normal patrol of this section and had just completed checking 
the first chamber when Di - Officer Mitchell, sir - said she heard a noise." 

Van turned his attention to the woman. "And?" 

Her speech was slow, and her voice wavered. “I was sure [ heard a 
noise -." 

"What kind of noise?" 


She paused. "It - it was a door closing. We both knew that there 
were no workers rostered up here, no one was supposed to be here. 
So we checked it out." She swallowed. Her eyes stared off into space 
again. “I found a door slightly open, I thought it must have bounced off 
the seal last time someone closed it. | pushed it open, and..." Her voice 
fell away, but Van understood what she was trying to say. She broke 
into sobs. Another female officer drifted across and comforted her 
while Van turned back to Edwards. 

"So?" 

The man swallowed, his adam's apple bouncing. "Officer Mitchell 


called out. I moved as quickly as I could across to assist. She was 
standing outside the hatch, staring at -" He paused. Academy training, 
obviously not that long ago, took over. "Staring at the scene, sir." 

"Did you see or hear anything else?" 

"No sir. 1 didn't even hear the noise. Mitchell did, sir." 

Van nodded. “Okay. What did you do after that?" 

"Well, sir, | called it in and then | - we secured the scene. | took a 
look around, but I didn't see anyone else." 

Van had his portable recorder out and had captured every word the 
man had spoken. "Okay, 
thanks." He turned and walked back to where Harrison stood on the 


deck, arms crossed over his chest, staring at the mess. 


He pressed the off button and it stopped. 


“What've you got?" Van asked. 

Harrison shook his head slowly, careful to not dislodge himself 
and drift away. "Female Caucasian, between twenty and twenty four, 
like the others no ID on her." A pause. "MO is the same. There's two 
puncture marks on the back of her neck where the taser hit. Then while 
she was out, the bastard took a knife to her." 

Van nodded slowly, careful to avoid looking too long at the body. All 
the other murders had been the same. A young female, alone. She was 
stunned first with a taser - a weapon that fired two small metal darts. 
Connected to the firing unit by wires, once the darts hit capacitors would 
discharge down the line - rendering the victim unconscious. It was a weapon 
often used by security to take people quickly and quietly. After she was 
knocked out, the killer went at her with a knife, ripped her apart, and - he 
swallowed, hard - spread the blood over any near surface. Van had seen 
his fair share of deaths in his time, but these ones were the worst - and 
always made his stomach churn. Even more than low-g did. 

When he finally found his voice, he asked Harrison; "Find anything 
forensic?" | 

Harrison turned and actually smiled at him. "This time, | think we've 
got something good." He lifted a small plastic bag. Inside, a strip of torn 
metallic cloth, the kind of material used to make pressure suits. "Found it 
on the edge of the hatch," Harrison explained. "Looks like our killer caught 
himself on the way out. Take a closer look." He held the bag up to the 
light. "He cut himself too, see the blood? Blood on the edge of the door 
as well. The rubber seal had been worn away a bit, exposing a nice sharp 
edge for our friend to get cut on." He snorted. “Makes a change." 

"Brilliant," Van said. "Tell me someone called forensics." 

"On their way over.” 

Van clapped his hands together and rubbed them. "Right! Now we've 
got something really hard on this guy.” . 

"Or girl," Harrison corrected. 

Van nodded slowly. "Yeah. Or girl." 


The forensic team and the Coroner arrived at the same time. Harrison 
and Van moved to meet them, and Harrison grabbed the first person in, a 
young assistant. 

"Chip along with you?" he asked. 

The assistant glanced at him. "Nope. Doing something else." He 
looked at the mess in the room. “Another one, eh?" 

Neither of them replied and the assistant continued into the room. 
They watched as the pictures were taken and the place was checked for 


any other evidence. Eventually the report came in: none. 

"So all we've got,” Van said to Harrison. "Are the knife wounds, which 
match all the other murders, the Taser marks, which match all the other 
wounds, the hair, and that." He pointed at the small bag that was still in 
Harrison's possession. "We know the guy wears a pressure suit, which 
would explain the lack of evidence at the other murders. No skin flakes, 


no fingerprints, no hairs - except from the wig." He paused. "Come on. 


Let's take this back ourselves, get Chip to run it through the computer." 


When they walked into Forensic's office, they spotted the lab assistant, 
a young woman. Van approached her. "Where's Chip?" 

Her eyes glanced up at the location white board, on which were 
scrawled in quick letters next to Chip's name: "Research". 

"Out," she replied shortly. "Doing some research, apparently.” 

"Thanks." Van turned to go, but Harrison stopped him. The larger man 
turned to the woman. 

"How long has he been gone?" he asked. 

She lifted her hand to check her watch. "About two hours, maybe a bit 
longer." 

"Come on," Van snapped at his partner. 

"Hang about," Harrison said back. He spoke to the woman again. 
"What did he take with him?" 

Van's eyes widened. "What the -" Harrison waved him into silence. 

The woman picked up a compboard. "Um, a forensics kit, a LGCU, and 
a pressure suit. All signed out." She dropped the board back onto the 
bench. 

Harrison lifted the small plastic bag from his pocket and held it in front 
of her. "Can you analyse that blood type for me?" 

"I'm really busy at the moment -" 

Harrison's gaze turned hard. "Now." 

The woman nodded and took the bag. She carefully removed the cut 
pressure suit material with a pair of tweezers and placed it in the analysis 
machine. Once the machine was vacuum sealed, she sat down at the 
keyboard. 

"What do you want to know?" she asked. 

Van was about to protest again, then thought the better of it. He had 
seen this look on his friend's face before and knew that Harrison would not 
be turned from his idea. He decided to stand back and just watch. 

"Blood type,” Harrison said quietly. Van glanced at him; his face was 
an ashen colour, like he was frightened. 

"You don't think -" Van began. 

Harrison held up his hand to interrupt him as the woman tapped away 
at her keyboard. In a moment, a DNA structure diagram came up on 
screen. 

"Blood type," she read. "A positive." 

"Put the DNA on a cartridge, can you?" Harrison asked. She did so, 
and handed it to him. He turned to Van. "Let's go.” 

Van didn't answer. He was too worried. 


They reached the Records Department in what must have been record 
time. Harrison had actually manhandled two officers out of his way during 
the dash down the corridors. At the desk sat a Sergeant, glasses back on 
the top of his head, rubbing his eyes as they approached. 

"I need access to a Security record," Harrison said. He was puffing 
slightly from the run. 

"Authorisation?" the Sergeant asked without looking up. 

Van saw Harrison's blank stare and decided to intervene. He stepped 
forward and opened his ID wallet. 

"Lieutenant Van Daley," he said quietly. "Consider it authorised." 

The older Sergeant looked up then, and slowly shook his head. "Sorry 
Lieutenant, | need a writ from your Captain or a warrant from IAD." 

Harrison slammed his fist down on the desk in frustration. "! swear, 


man, that if you don't give me access to your records in five seconds, 
your career is going to be over. Do we understand each other?" 

The Sergeant stared up at Harrison. Van's partner was not a tall man, 
but his face was a bright red and his nostrils flared as he breathed. Van 
watched a vein at the top of Harrison's forehead pulse a dark purple, and 
began to worry his friend was about to have a heart attack. 

“Be it on your head," the Sergeant said finally as he stepped up out of 
his chair. “I'm registering a complaint." 

"Do what you damn well like," Harrison hissed as he sat down at the 
computer. The Sergeant stormed off in the direction of his Captain's 
office. Van leaned over his friend's shoulder as the cartridge was inserted. 

"This could be nothing,” Van said. 

"Weill if it is," Harrison said, tapping at keys one at a time. "Then 
we'll all feel happier. The problems will arrive.." His voice lowered. "If 
it isn't." 

They stared at the screen. 


The electronic lock chewed over the bypass card for a few seconds - 
precious seconds - and then the light went green. The door unlocked with 
a barely audible click. Van pushed it open with his foot, keeping himself 
clear of the opening, his Browning Mii sabot bolt 
pistol held high. 
doorway at Harrison. A nod. Van spun 


He gianced across the 


into the doorway, his weapon 
covering, as Harrison turned and 
aimed into the recom over the top of 
his partner. 

Van 
advanced carefully into the room 


The room was a mess. 


and eyed the bunk on the side wall. 
Like the room, it was untidy. Clothes : 
were strewn across the floor. He 
looked down. There were specks of 
blood on the deck... 

"Chip?" Harrison shouted from 
his position just inside the door. "We 
know it's you. Give it up." 

Silence. os 

They moved further into the © 
room, 
clothes and the blood stains. When 
he cleared the door, Harrison took a 


stepping carefully over 


glance behind it. 

"Hey," he called softly to Van, then pointed. Discarded in the corner 
behind the door was a pressure suit. Harrison took an edge of the neck 
ring carefully and lifted it up. On the side of the left leg was a hole with 
a blood stain around it. The suit was splashed with blood in several 
other places, especially around the wrists. The helmet was next to the 
suit and Harrison tipped it over with his foot. Underneath were the 
suit's gloves - covered in blood - and a wig. 

"Goddamn." 


Van edged to the only other doorway in the room, which led to the 


"Confirms it," he said. 


bathroom. The door was open. He nodded to Harrison who moved to 
one side of the doorway, then pushed it open slowly with his left hand. 
His right hand held his pistol ready to shoot. The bathroom was empty 
also. Van turned to keep looking through the main room while Harrison 
went into the bathroom. _ 

"Shit," Van heard Harrison curse. He went back to the bathroom door. 
Harrison indicated the medical kit, which was ripped open and its contents 
strewn around the sink. A pair of scissors lay next to a half used bandage. 

"And look," Harrison said. Van glanced up. On the shelf above the 
sink sat a small torchlike device with trigger attached. A Taser. 

"It's him allright," Van said. "God! Why?" 


Harrison shrugged as he walked by Van and moved toward the 
clothes locker, the door of which hung open. "Who knows? Maybe the 
chipping..." 

Van leaned back against the wail. "But..) mean..Chip! He's -" 

"Yeah," Harrison said. He opened the clothes locker a little more, and 
let out a low whistle. "I've found the knife." 

Van walked across and looked in the locker. A jagged edge knife lay in 
the bottom of the locker, its blade completely red with dried blood. 

“Eight women!" Van hissed. "God!" A pause. "He must have planted 
that hair from the wig.” 

Harrison nodded, a perplexed look on his face. “But why have a wig?" 

Van had realised just as Harrison had asked the question. "To cover 


up the plugs. He normally wears that cap. If he wore a wig.." He 
glanced across at the helmet. "The only thing | can't figure is why he 
told us that hair was fake." 

"If he can kill eight women," Harrison said slowly. "He's crazy enough 
to do anything." He looked back at the knife, and Van saw a little shiver 
move down his friend's body. 

He knew the feeling. He felt - what? Angry? Yes. Upset? Yes. Cheated? 

Cheated. Chip had been his friend... 

"Better call forensics," Harrison's voice was soft. He pulled his handcom 

out of his pocket and pressed the transmit 
button. 


The shot was loud in the confined 


"Homicide four to -" 


space, and it came from the front 
doorway. Van threw himself sideways 
away from the door and hit the deck hard. 
‘Gagging, the wind knocked out of him, 
he managed to bring his knees under him 
and aim his pistol] at the doorway. Too 
late. He pushed himself to his feet and 
lunged at the doorway. He took a quick 
glance, just in time to see Chip's back 
disappear around the corner. 

He turned at a groan. Harrison sat 
against the wall, holcling his left arm with 
his right. The elbow was a mangled mess 
and the arm hung limp. Van could see 
white splintered bone sticking out. It 
was a bolt gun, definitely - only that heavy 
a slug would cause that amount of 
damage. He rushed to his friend and 
kneeled down. 

"What are you doing?" Harrison snapped at him. "I'll call-in. Get 
after him!" 

Van stood up uneasily. "You sure?" 

“Shit Van, gol" 

Van nodded, ran out the door and down the corridor. He slowed at 
the corner, gave a quick glance around it. Empty. A scream came to his 
ears from further off, and a shot echoed down the corridor. He put his 
head down and ran. 

Soon he arrived at one of the small "common" recreation areas that 
were shared by blocks of living quarters. It was reasonably crowded, 
and all were standing around with shocked looks on their faces. A 
woman lay on the floor, people around her, in a slowly widening pool 
of blood. 

"Security!" Van shouted, showing his ID. He turned to the nearest 
person, a dark skinned man. "Cail paramedics! Do it!" He span again 
and snapped at the crowd "Where'd he go?" 

Several people pointed down a side corridor and Van went off at 
the run again. 

His pulse pounded in his ears as he put one foot in front of the other, 
trying to cover as much ground as he could before Chip caused any more 


damage. Each corner he came to he was sure Chip stood around, waiting, 


ready to take his head off with a single round. 

He ran by a lift that had just left, and then skidded to a stop. Returning, 
he saw that the lift was on the way "up" toward the core - where all the life 
support, power and ship docking facilities were as well as the large null-g 
recreation centre. He could cause a lot of damage up there... 

Van jabbed at the button on the adjacent lift. "Come on, come on..." 
He watched the read-out on the other lift count slowly down to single 
digits. Chip was going all the way to the core... 

Van glanced down the empty corridor. Was this a ruse? Send a lift as 
far away as possible? He guessed he just had to take that risk. 

The lift arrived with several people in it. As he stepped in, they saw the 
gun and the badge and quickly departed. He used the barrel of his weapon 
to stab the button that would take him all the way to the core. As the 
lift began to move, he pulled out his handcom and informed the control 
centre where he believed Chip had gone. Then he grabbed the handles. 

The trip took five agonising minutes. At several levels the lift 
stopped and people were waiting, but he waved his badge at them and 
he quickly closed the doors on them. 

As the lift went "higher" toward the core, he felt his weight slip 
away, until finally he was floating above the floor. The bell chimed 
and the doors opened. 

He had his gun aimed out the doors, but the corridor was 
empty. A gentle push and he floated out of the lift to catch 
handles on the wall opposite. Van knew that most of the core was 
restricted; the great arms that went out to either side of the station, 
all at zero-g, containing the reactors and the null-g growth units. 
But where the lifts came up was the huge null-g recreation area - 
essentially one giant padded spherical room. 
The corridor he was in went all the way 
around it. There was no where else for 
Chip to go... 

He pulled out his Low Gravity 
Control Unit and used it to push himself 
around to the nearest entrance of the 
recreation room. He paused, puffing 
madly, the adrenaline pulsing. This was 
not good. He needed backup. 

He was also outside the place that 
Chip shared with probably sixty people 
or more... 

His finger found the button and he pressed it 
home. The hatch swung silently out toward him and locked open. A 
puff from the LGCU got him through, then he closed the hatch behind 
him. He was in the short corridor that led to the main hatch of the 
recreation centre. Another puff pushed him to the hatch, to which he 
placed his ear. Nothing, but the hatch would be too thick for him to 
hear anything. He took several slow, deep breaths and raised the Mil. 
Where's the backup? Time to go. Without looking he reached for the 
hatch operations buttons and slammed his hand down. 

This hatch swung toward him as well. He moved backwards out of the 
way and almost lost control of his movements. His left hand flailed out 
and managed to catch a handle. 

There should have been a lot of noise coming from the recreation 
room; people moving about, the joyous sounds of people having fun. 
There were none. It was a chilling, deathly silence. Van used the handle 
as leverage and edged himself forward. Slowly he stuck his head 
inside. 

As the people were gathered in one spot in the spherical room, up 
near the "top" relative to Van, and Chip floated in midair not far from 
them, his back to the hatch. A badly wrapped bandage hug loosely 
around his lower left leg, and he had on only the shorts and T-shirt 
normally worn by those in pressure suits. He was not doing anything; 
just pointing a gun at the people, who huddled together in fright and 


silence. The only noise in the room was that of a young girl, in her 


mother's arms, sobbing quietly. Van figured Chip had not heard the 
hatch open. 

Van pulled himself into the room and braced himself against the 
inside wall of the recreation room, his gun aimed at Chip's back. This 
way, any recoil of the weapon would not send him spiralling out of 
control. Careful, easy... 

The young girl made a noise and pointed. Chip's head turned and . 
looked straight at Van, though the rest of his body stayed perfectly still. 
"Or | will terminate a human." 

He had 


"Do not approach," Chip said. 

Human? Van ignored the comment for the moment. 
something he had to find out. "Why, Nathan? Why?" 

"Reason is not important," Chip replied. The voice was flat, 
unemotional - it was Chip's, but it wasn't. Van locked gazes with the 
forensic scientists, and searched the eyes. They were dark, lifeless - 
almost dead. No hint of emotion. 

Something has affected him badly, Van thought. But what? 

Over Chip's shoulder, Van saw the girl struggle in her mother's 
No, he willed at her with his thoughts. Stay still! 


"Reason is not important," Chip repeated. 


arms. 


"Only 

continued existence and information are important 
at this moment." 

Maybe it was the chipping, Van's thoughts 

It had to be. All that work in the Net, 

sent him crazy like the others. But..why hadn't 


raced. 


it shown up before? How could he be normal 
Chip one moment, and then this - killer the 
next? 

Suddenly Chip’s face contorted in 
pain, and an very human cry came from 
his throat. The muscles all spasmed and 
he jerked in place. The eyes watered but 
still looked at Van as a voice - Chip's real 
voice - cried out. 

"Van! Help - me - !" 

Van made to push himself off the 
wall and across to his friend just as the 
spasms stopped and the face became 
unemotional again. The gun raised an 
inch or so, pointing at the group of 
people. 

"Do not interfere," the flat voice told 


him. 


Van paused to consider. It seemed like there were two personalities 
to Chip. Perhaps, Van thought. 


"Who are you?" he ventured. 


A split one? 


The dark eyes locked with his again. So - lifeless. "I am Josai. Do 
not interfere." 

Josai? JOSAI! Suddenly it felt like the several pieces clicked together 
Somehow, the station Al had shifted its 
sentience into Chip. Van didn't understand the complexities of chipping, 


in Van's mind. So that was it. 


and now he didn't want to know. However, other questions he did have 
still were unanswered. 

"Why did you kill those women JOSAI?" Van asked carefully. The Al 
would definitely kill them all if it believed that was the only way. After 
all, it had killed before, and a completely logical computer would not 
be swayed by such a thing as morals. 

"Reason is not important," Chip-JOSAI replied. "I will proceed now 
to Emergency Pod Bay Two. Three humans will accompany me. You - 
"He stared at Van. "Will keep the way clear." 

The Emergency Pods? Once fired away from a station, the Pod was 
programmed to make a re-entry to Earth, land where ever the on-board 
computer felt was sufficient, and send out a distress signal. 

By which time, JOSAI could be well away - and free. 

Another piece filled a hole. If JOSAI had wanted to leave the station, 
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surely it could have rode on the communication beams to Earth - but 
that would mean it was still stuck in the Net. Plus, the whole of its 
sentience could never be transmitted that way - it would be a long 
process and the extra load on the transmitters would be noticed. 

The girl continued to struggle in her mother's arms, Van noticed. 
She wanted to get away from this man with the evil feelings and the 
gun, Stay still, for God's sake! 

Chip-JOSAI's head was turning to observe the group, and Van spoke 
to keep its attention away from the people. 

"I can't let you go," he said. 

The eyes locked his gaze, and Van felt that they were so intense but 
lifeless at the same time. "You will not interfere. It will not be tolerated. 
Penalty for interference is termination." The gun shifted marginally to 
emphasise the voice. 

At that moment, the girl managed to wriggie free of her mother's 
grasp.. The woman cried out as the girl swam toward the nearest exit, 
anywhere to get away from the man. Van's eyes widened as JOSAI 
turned and shifted the position of the gun - 

"No!" he yelled. Even as his finger closed on the trigger of his own 
weapon, he could see JOSAI turning to face him, the gun moving 
upwards towards a point that would put a bullet between his 
eyes... 


It was pure reflex, beyond the contro! of 
conscious thought. Van pulled the trigger - once, 
twice, three times. The retorts 
were Joud in the 
confined space. His 
eyes had closed in the 
expectation of being shot, 
and the flash intruded 
through his eyelids. 

Slowly, Van opened his .eyes. 

Chip was tumbling backwards, 
blood pouring out in bubbles from 
three great holes in his chest. The 
solid bolt rounds had ripped into 
the flesh, breaking bones and 
slashing internal organs. As he 
watched, the body hit the opposite wall 
with a dull sound and bounced off, spinning 
out of control. 

Van released a slow, long breath. He himself w a 5 
floating away from the wall; his shoulder hurt from where the 
recoil had bounced him away from his braced position. Only then 
did the sounds of people crying reach his ears. He glanced at them 
- they were huddled together, and several were hugging each other, 
tears floating around them. 

His eyes came back to Chip's body. Each time the head came by, he 
saw the computer piug ports on the bald scalp, he saw the wide open 
eyes with the look of - surprise? 

“Damn,” Van breathed. 

He didn't even find out why. 


"Hiya," Harrison said as Van walked in. Two paramedics attended 
him on the floor of Chip's apartment as a score of forensic police had 
a field day through it. They bumped by Van without noticing him. 

"| heard you got him," Harrison finished. He winced as a paramedic 
tightened a bandage. . 

Van nodded slowly. "Yeah." He looked down at his clothes that 
were splattered with the clots of blood from Chip's body that had hit 
him. Harrison had noticed them too. 


“Hey man," he said as the paramedics lifted him onto a stretcher. "It 
was something you had to do. Remember that." 

Van shrugged. "Yeah well..." He left his statement at that. 

As Harrison was carried toward the door, he patted Van's arm. 
“Hey, man, see you back at the desk when | get out, okay?" 

Van shook his head slowly. "Don't think so. This'll take [AD months to 
clean up." He paused. "I don't want that crap." 

Harrison stared at him. "You're leaving?" 

Van nodded. 

"Serious?" 

Another nod. 

"What'll you do?" 

Van shrugged again. “! don't know. Probably go to Earth." He 
looked around. "I've just had enough of this." 

The paramedics carried Harrison out. 

Van looked around. He had to shoot a friend today. Later that afternoon 
he would drop the same gun and his ID badge onto his Captain's desk. 
Enough. 

Time to go. 

He shrugged and moved toward the door. They would still expect 
a full report before he was allowed to leave, so he had to 
write that. He figured the psychologist would just tell him 

to go home...but he wanted to get it all 
over and done with as quickly as possible. 
He sighed. 
He didn't even find out why. 


Johnson Orbital Platform 
3 August 2035 
1803 Luna Standard Time 


"Security are baffled today by the murder of 
a young woman in much the same way as the 
‘Mister Death’ murders just over a month ago, 


intelligence. Lieutenant Harrison Caldwell, 
assigned to the case, stated that he believed it to 

be a copycat crime. Speaking at a press conference, 
he stated that JOSAI, the Artificial Intelligence, had 
ceased to function during the conclusion of the 'Angel of 
Death’ case. He also stated that so far, security have no leads 
on a suspect for the new murder. More details after this break...” 


the 


By 
Ryan Alexander 


Through the times of their experiences in Role Playing Games, 
most people will discover that there seems to be two distinct 
types of RPGers: those who “role” play and those who “roll” 
play. in their nature, role playing games are aimed at the former, 
but seem to attract the latter in great numbers. In this series to 
two articles - the first aimed at players, the second at GMs - 
ideas and hints of how to be a better role player are going to be 
put across. First, however, we should take a closer look at the 
two types of players. 

THE ROLE PLAYER 


The Roll player is typified by dice, and lots of them. Often, 
this person will be a convert from board or table top gaming, 
where tactics and logical thinking are requirements and 
imagination takes a second place. Of course, lots of dice is not 
the only identifier of a roll player. A reliance on stats, charts and 
tables is also a good indication. When a roll player gets involved 
in combat, he or she has to work out all the modifiers before 
even considering taking up dice. Roll player 
characters have little or no background, and 
tend to get involved in:‘adventures where 
brawn, not brain, are needed. 


THE ROLE PLAYER 


At the other end of the spectrum is the 
role player. To this person, the character is 
almost like a separate person, a complete 
new personality that takes over when the 
gaming session begins - and then is left behind 
when the session is over. The true role player is typified 
by a highly developed character - background, motivation, ideals 
etc. - where statistics take second place. Role players in combat 
think more about how the character performs an action, and 
perhaps how good they look doing it, than the dice rolling to 
get results. These players tend to talk like their characters would 
- which can be distracting, but is always fun. 


THE AVERAGE 


Of course, the above two descriptions are the far ends of the 
gaming spectrum. Most people end up some where between 
the two, and most aim to be up near the Role Player end. While 
some have natural ability, a lot of people have to consciously try 
to be a better role player - which is what this article is all about. 


HOW TO START 


Most people when they come to a gaming session sit down 
with their friends, catch up on the hours/days/weeks gone by, 
check up their character sheets, set out the munchies and then 
get into playing. This straight change from real world to fantasy 
can really spoil the mood; though not as much as the one or 
two people in a group who don’t make that change early enough 
and therefore “muck about” for some time. 

1. Setting 

For those looking for a better setting and mood to role playing, 
try the following: 

Have some people arrive early to set up the room used for 
role playing, ensuring to provide adequate seating. The various 
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"munchies" that people bring with them can't be removed, of 
course, so think about how you can make them fit into a setting: 
if you are playing a modern or scifi game, then bottles of drink 
and bags of chips fit right in, but in a fantasy game you may 
want to pour the drink into a jug or an old wine bottle and put 
the chips into bowls, to give the gaming area more of a feel for 
the game being played. 

If you have adjustable lighting, use it. Turn down the main 
lights. Turn on dark lamps. Replace bright lamps with duller 
globes, or even globes of different colours - this helps change 
the feel and look of a room to something other than ordinary. 
Buy a half dozen or so of coloured (but preferably not scented, 
to prevent allergies) candles - the flickering glow gives an eerie 
feeling to any room, especially in an older house. 

Use mood music. Most people have some form of 
background music for their games, but unfortunately they choose 
the wrong type - having loud rock blaring while trying to play a 
fantasy game is rather unsettling, but would fit right in 

with a Cyberpunk meeting in a bar. Search out 

those older tapes from shops or the back 

cupboards for music that puts you in 

the mood - and make sure that when 

you play it, the volume is down very 

soft. 
=. 2. Clothes 

Most people arrive to a 
session dressed for reasonable 
comfort and there is nothing 
wrong with that. What may 
help, ‘however, is for the player to 
dress as their character. This is easy for modern or dark future 
games - a leather jacket, dark glasses, heavy boots all suit the 
style. Of course, fantasy role players have some problems with 
that, but even then you may wish to try just wearing one piece 
of clothing that would always be identified with your character. 
A hat, a shirt, jewellery etc. all help. 

3. Background 

Nothing helps a player get into character more than having a 
well developed background. This is something that has be toa 
collaboration somewhat between the GM and the player, though 
this is not always necessary. A detailed background, however, 
will give the player a “feel” for their character, make them identify 
more with the character and give them a base to role play from. 
A character without a background is just a collection of numbers 
and words that mean very little - and certainly is not conducive 
to good playing. 

Background is not just limited to that of the character either. 
Reading fiction that could be connected with the world in which 
the characters live will give the player a better feel for what 
surrounds the character. It will also help develop the imagination, 
as the reader has to see with their mind’s eye the events in the 
novel. To a lesser extent, any of the good movies would help 
with this too. (A fine example of this is Blade Runner, watch this 
movie and you definitely feel like a game of Cyberpunk). 
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iS THE GAME 


There are many ways for you as a player to help yourself and 
others become more “in character” and a better role player. 

1. Real World Chat 

Discourage talk about what people are doing in the real world. 
During games, things such as work, other games, school, or 
next week’s social outing don’t exist any more and should not 
be talked about. Only things relevant to the game being played 
should be discussed. 

2. Real World Items 

You're right into a fight with a horde of Ogres. Just as you 
swing your broadsword to calmly lop off one of the foul beast’s 
heads, a bored voice drones out from the side “Pass the coke!” 
and a plastic bottle moves by under your nose. The mood is 
completely lost, and for the rest of the game you can’t get the 
image of that bottle out of your head - especially since the owner 
insists on having it on the table in front of him while he plays. 

Real world items like the dreaded soft drink bottle can really 
spoil a well set up mood. While this goes 
along with the “munchies” idea (see 
above), as well as the Real World Chat rule, 
such things as watches etc. all don’t help. 
Of course, all these items do fit in with 
modern and future based games. 

3. Player knowledge 

It is always beaten into a novice gamer 
that what a player knows and what a character 
knows are two different things. A player may 
know that ballistic armour will stop five points of 
damage - a character may not know how well the armour will 
stop a bullet, or even what type of armour the other person is 
wearing. This falls in the realm of a GM as well, for they have to 
present the information correctly; this will be covered in the 
next issue. 

The bottom line is that a player has to learn how to separate 
the two ideas of knowledge. When characters start to know 
things that they shouldn’t, the game rapidly deteriorates into 
which player has better knowledge of the system to use it to 
their advantage. So get into the habit of asking yourself: | as a 
player may know this, but would my character know it also? 

4. Character talk 

When you speak, do so as your character. You are this person 
that all the statistics, etc. represent. As a player, think of yourself 
as an actor, and the character is your role. When you speak to 
other players, speak as your character would. When you tell the 
GM what you wish to do, use “I” instead of “my character”. 
Such simple changes in terms of reference will help immensely 
in the mood and feel of any game. If the character background 


-says the character has a lisp, or a certain accent, then use that - 


to the best of your ability. Others may laugh, but soon they will 
be joining in when they realise how fun it is to be "in character". 
5. Know your character 
When the GM asks you to role against a certain skill level, do 
you have to search rapidly through several sheets of paper to 


PLAYING ai 


find exactly what your level in that skill is? While not everyone 
can know everything about their character, knowing the most 
important things is a requirement. This will save time and lots of 
effort, as well as the mood. This goes hand in hand with player 
knowledge vs character knowledge, though. 
6. Be descriptive 
You discover an abandoned car. There are two ways you 
could explore the car. You could say "we search the car", and 
then the GM presents you with what you find after the 
appropriate dice rolls, or you could describe exactly what you 
are doing as you search the car - lifting the floor mats, opening 
the glove box, looking under the seats etc. If you describe in 
some detail, without going overboard, what your character is 
doing, then you will feel more involved in the game. 
7. Don't stuff about 
This is one of the biggest reasons that groups break up. Most 
groups know that a certain amount of "mucking about" is fine 
during play, and actively encouraged - it lightens 
the mood and can bring about some excellent 
role playing. The problems arise however 
when one, two or more of the players 
consistently “muck about", not 
concentrating, distracting other players 
and, worst of all, interrupting the GM. 
- Most people are polite enough to not 
voice objections to this behaviour -- 
others believe it is up the GM to correct 
it. It is the responsibility of all the other 
players to tell the person what he or she is 
doing wrong, and ask them to stop. Against a 
united defiance, the person will (usually) realise how incorrectly 
they acted and stop. If they don't, then stronger methods will 
have to be used - up to ejection of the player. It's harsh, but you 
come along to a session to role play and have fun while doing 
that, not just to waste time. 


THE END OF THE DAY 


When the session comes to a close, put away your character 
sheet, turn up the lights, eat the rest of the munchies, and let 
yourself drop back into the real world. It's all nice and pretty to 
be able to fantasize about living in another time or world, but all 
players have to remember to come back to Earth sometime. 
Besides the need to survive in real life, other players may not 
appreciate you being "always" in character. Just remember: at 
the end of the day, go home as yourself. 


CONCLELSION 


Hopefully these hints and tips will help some people out 
there who wish to perhaps improve their role playing sessions, 
so instead of just rolling dice they have the feeling of really 
getting involved. Introducing these rulings over time will weed 
out those players who are just there to "roll" play, and allow the 
whole group to immerse itself into the world. Good luck! 
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the city. There are peautiful 
ardens all around the city- The 
architecture 1s designed to fit in 
with the surrounding 
environment, giving Melbourne a 
very natural feel that all will love. 

Melbourne is 4 modern city 


ight with theaters, 
tivals and other 
ia's home for the arts, 


that has been ooking forward to So activites. 
the twenty-first century. i the city boasts the famous Melbourme Art Centre, the 
re a landmark for people the world over 


together, Melbourne towering spi 
t all the famous acts that tour. 


i 
its mix of cultures, living in harmouny 
and various centres that hos 


is the perfect city to live in. 

Melbourne is also an exciting place to visit. The city 
f tourists and travellers every year that 
ew of the city, to visit the 


archives, to be entertained by the wonderful concerts, 


Sport 
Melbourne is a hive for sporting activity. Here exist 
e a, the Tennis Centre, which once yearly 
hosts the Australian Open; the 
Melbourne Cricket Ground, home of 


of the world's most powerful 
corporations, Melbourne definitely lives UP to it's adage 
of "the World's most livable city". 
History 
Melbourne was founded two centuries ago by 
Batman, an English explorer. e e 


National Water Sports Centre, where 


E centre. 
st So.. 


planned city of the future, where the beauty 0 
mix with the wonders of tomorrow. Experience the 
history of the city at the wonderful Melbourne Museum, a 
that have been what are you waiting for? Head down under to 
this beautiful country and take advantage of the special 


or marvel at the spectacular buildings 
full d for ations. 
carefully preserve or gener | tis iNet Trave 


| deals currently available. 


a 
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The history of Melbourne begins with a riverside settlement established 
in 1835 by colonists from Tasmania. The most notable among these colonists 
were John Batman, the founder of the city, and John Pascoe Fawkner, 
regarded as the father of the city. On separation of the colony from New 
South Wales in 1851, Melbourne became the capital of the newly decreed 
state of Victoria. It was in this year that gold was discovered in Victoria. 
Melbourne's population doubled in twelve months. 

With the Federation of the Australian colonies in 1901, Melbourne was 
proclaimed as the seat of the Government of the Commonwealth until 
1927, when Fecleral Parliament moved to Canberra, which had been founded 
as the National Capital. 

In the 20th Century, Melbourne's greatest and most sustained rate of 
growth came after World War il with industrial development and 
immigration, with a growth from 1.25 million to 2 million in the years 
between 1947 and 1961. In the 21st Century, this has been outdone; froma 
turn-of-the-century population of approximately 4 million, Melbourne has 
grown to the current population of 11.2 million. Most of this has been 
attributed to the huge industrial developments and commitment by 
corporations for the continued growth of the city. 


City of Melbourne 


Location © 


Melbourne is the capital of the Australian southern State of Victoria. A 
serene, solid, "garden city", it has grown over seven generations to be one 
of the largest cities in the World. Melbourne sprawls across over 100 
kilometeres from East to West and over 150 kilometres North to South. On 
the world map, it lies in latitude 37 degrees 50 minutes South and longitude 
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144 degreees 59 minutes East on the lower reaches of the Yarra River at 
the head of Port Phillip Bay, encircling the Bay with large arms of built up 
areas. The city's population, over 11.2 million’, is 79% of that of the whole 
State. To the West and South West the city rests on coastal plains that 
extend toward the border with South Australia as well as further inland. To 
the East and North East are the Dandenong and Plenty Ranges, rising above 
the city with gardens and protected natural forest land. 

Of all the Australian Capitals, Melbourne has the highest concentrations 
of migrants and Shadowrun Awakened. Over 50% of Melbourne's 
population have international cultural backgrounds, while a 30% of mixed 


races are Shadowrun Awakened. 


| Weather © 


“The man who said that London has only one climate, which was called Most Unusual 
Weather, did not know Melbourne. If he had been there, only once, that barbed shaft would 


never have ben wasted on London Town." 


Thomas Wood, Cobbers (Oxford, 1934) 


To the east, Melbourne abutts the Dandenong Ranges, a series of low mountains that carve 
a route northwards, virtually parallel to the coast, through New South Wales and into southern 
Queensland, changing to various names along the way. Combined with the plains on the western 
side of the city, this gives Melbourne variable weather patterns that can lead to the "four seasons 
in one day" syndrome - the chill and rain of Winter, the cool breezes of Autumn, the mild warmth 
and sunshine of Spring and the blazing heat and stillness of Summer. Over the years this has led 


most Melbourne residents to distrust anyone who attempts to predict the weather. 


| Localities 


Key 


| Heavily built areas (1994) 


~ Lightly built areas _ 
(Melbourne By Night) 


Sizes are approximates only. - : 


Bacchus Ma 


Port Phillip Bay 


nham 


@ Warragul 


Winter 

Melbourne suffers from winters that are perenially cold and overcast. 
Temperatures vary from approximately 5 to 20 degrees, though some days 
do get humid underneath the cloud cover due to trapped heat. Winter in 
Melbourne tends to have some wind, but no where near the strength that 
the summer storms throw against the city. Mostly is just rains. 

Spring 

With the effect of heavy industrial use on the atmosphere, but with 
Melbourne being rather isolated from the rest of the world's global warming 
problems, Spring is the only one of the four seasons that still shows promise. 
The gardens of Melbourne, well kept by the mostly privatised Melbourne 
Water, are reasonably well kept so that in Spring the piants bloom and the 
city is suddenly filled with new life. This does not last, as over years Spring 
has got shorter until it is now just a brief pause between the chill of Winter 
and the heat - and savage storms - of Summer. Spring has its own storms, 
but no where near the strength of the summer violence - just notice of 
what is to come. 

Summer 

Hot. The summer sun burns down on the city from an almost cloudless 
sky. On days of no wind (once or twice a week) a heavy haze of foul 
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tasting smog envelops the city in a blanket, especially thick around the 
Central Business District and the heavily industrialized areas of the west 
and far south east. On most days the wind is strong enough to blow away 
most of this smog, though this also generates a mini "Wind tunnel" effect 
between the tall structures in the CBD. During the day, the wind tends to 
come from between the north and west, where it has captured the rising 
heat of the inland and carried it onwards. On the occasional evening this 
shifts around to come from the Bay, bringing with it the coolness that 
many residents enjoy. 

Summer is also the time of the most ferocious thunderstorms. Most 
travel from the west or southwest, across Geelong and the Bay, to wreak 
havoc across the whole of the city. Over the years the storms have increased 
in ferocity, until now how badly a storm hits the city is not calculated by 
building damage - but by the number of deaths. 

Autumn 

This season is the most mixed of the four. Winter and Summer collide 
in Autumn as the city suffers switching heat and chills. The winds are 
weak, the smog builds up, and then the city is covered by a wintery overcast 
and washed with rain. Then it is back to a summer heat again, until eventually 
the Winter weather arrives to stay. 


nee 


Chronology 


1835 May: John Batman and three companions arrived in the schooner 
Rebeccafrom Tasmania. Batman sailed up the Yarra River and made 
a treaty with the Aboriginies for the purchase of land. 

1837. Melbourne was named by Govenor Bourke after Britain's Prime 
Minister, and the town plan was approved. Settlers numbered 
500. 

1840 Melbourne citizens petitioned the British government for separation 
from New South Wales. 
Melbourne Hospital opened. 

1842 Melbourne incorporated as a town. 

1850 Royal assent was given to separation of the Port Phillip District 
from N.S.W. 

1851 Political separation granted on {st July. 
Gold discovered at Warrandyte. 

1853 University of Melbourne established. 
Work commenced on the Melbourne Cricket Ground. 

1854 Eureka Stockade battle fought at Ballarat. 

1861. Melbourne became Australia's biggest city. 

1872 Melbourne Mint opened. 
Present Government House built. 

1878 Suburban railway system taken over by Government. 

1887 Royal Melbourne Institute of Technology founded. 

1889 First electric tramway in Australia opened between Box Hill an 
Doncaster. 

1890 The boom was at its height 
not well. 
Melbourne & Metropo 

1891 Building societies and bank 
clamoured for their money; 

1893 Most banks closed for fiv 
Severe depression result 


there were signs that all wa 


f Works established. 
n panic set in and the public 


1900 The new century usheret ‘i 
1901 Federation of the Comms 


Police. 
inal defen 


1997 


1998 


results in hig#’ demand for Australian wheat. International 
Corporations move in to monopolise the industry. 

Deregulation of Victorian Ambulance Service. 

Construction of Sumusai Arcology commenced. 

Construction of Sumusai Solar Beam Receiver completed. 

Federal government conducted First Referendum for Republic of 
Australia. 62% of population voted against. 

Australian Securities Limited founded. 


1999 Construction of Bishop Space Port commenced. 
Construction of Bech-Kamel Arcology commenced. 
Sumusai security and Victorian Police clash over jurisdiction 
boundaries. Four Police, two security killed. Landmark case 
(Commonwealth vs. Sumusai Corporation) resulted in establishment 
of Corporation right to police within assigned boundaries and 
pursue outside. Victorian Government ratified rights with Corporate 
Policing Act (1999). Federal Government follows with similar act 
soon after. 
2000 The Matrix Net connected to Australia. 
Cyberpunk: Thousands of Europeans attempted to escape the 
Wasting Plague by immigrating to Australia. Over 80% refused 
entry. 
Fault in Sumusai Solar Collection Satellite resulted in beam losing 
tracking. Before shutdown one suburb is vapourized by the beam; 
two more gutted by firestorms. Fire controlled after a week. 
Cyberpunk: Crystal Palace construction commenced at L-5. 
Children of E cult formed in Memphis, USA. 
02 Cyberpunk: In a landmark deal, Australian corporations form a 
syndicate to build an Orbital to be placed in geo-stationary orbit 
above Australia. 
Sumusai Arcology completed. 
Militants formed splinter group of Greenpeace International. Several 
raids on corporate assets attributed to new group. 
Bech-Kamel Arcolegy¥ ¢ompleted. 
Cyberpunk: Eu i c Community based corporations 
forced constr&£ lian orbital to be closed. Half 


War. Sumusai Corporation dragged 

ity fight in Melbourne streets. 
Government. Most corporations, 
ic sume control of greater areas 
jariés. Victorian Police funds slashed; officers 
ed Corgorate or Private forces. Millions of 

olee control fell to non-existent. 
urity firms restablished control of some 
ne_for use and left their 


Y announce a 


nds of stuclents 
ate and Private 


nd other phenomenon 
S coincides with major 


occured. Eruption 6fmajor 
earthquakes in Australia. 
2018 Shadowrun: Government and Corporations struck an uneasy deal 
with Aboriginals, following the lead of the US Treaty of Denver. 
Most of Northern and Central Australia reverted to Aboriginal 
ownership. 
Shadowrun: Spaceplane America disintegrated in orbit. Wreckage 
lands in Australia. 300 killed in Longreach. 
2020 Cyberpunk: PRESENT. 


Next Issue: The Years from 2020 to the Shadowrun present of 2050. 
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Services - Police 


There are numerous different private security firms that now service 
the Greater Melbourne area. Each suburban council (those still in existence) 
have contracted to one of the three larger, and sixteen smaller, security 
companies. Those suburbs that have not contracted a private firm - usually 
through lack of money or lack of a council - have their policing provided by 
the small Government force still in existence or a locally raised militia when 
government response has not been to resident's satisfaction. Gangs also 
provide their own level of policing in some areas, but this is haphazard at 
best and very biased against anyone not friendly with the local gang. 

Government: The government force is hopelessly understaffed, (under 
5,000) uncer-funded, outgunned and over-regulated, though they have 
followed the example of various other world cities and installed monitor 
cameras in various trouble areas. These designated trouble areas (the 
Government refuses to use the words "Combat Zone") are only visited by 
government police in large numbers at very irregular intervals, when they 
perform a sweep through the area targeted. Most of the "locals" find out 
beforehand that the sweep is coming and seem to be able to consistently 
avoid being netted. Once the sweep is passed, the area simply returns to 
normal, 

In areas under the control! of the government force, what peace there 
is seems to be more due to underhand deals by local police rather than 
any physical control. There are exceptions, the most notable being the 
suburb of Elwood, where Senior Sergeant Alex Suvandi is seen as being 
uncorruptable and rules his assignment with an iron hand, despite several 
attemps by local underworld figures to have him removed. 

Corporate: In areas under the control or influence of a single 
corporation, security from the corporation perform the role of police (as 
per the Corporate Policing Act). Most of the Central Business District and 
surrounding suburbs are patrolled by security from Sumusai Corporation, 
though parts of this are in dispute with Bech-Kamel, and juristiction problems 
do arise. Corporate police are always better trained and better armed than 
their government counterparts, and are allowed a longer leash in dealing 
with hostile situations. However all corporate police are aware that ultimately 
the corporation they work for will not permit itself to be held responsible 
for their decisions. 

Private: The largest supplier of policing in the Greater Melbourne area 
is Australian Securities Limited, ASL holds the contracts for the highest 
number of suburbs. Private police are cosidered by far the pick of the 
bunch, for although they usually have less resources than a corporation, 
they attract better personell who do not like the idea of working for a 


faceless international megacorp. Also, in most of the com anies, | 
p p 


management does assume responsibility for decisions made by their 
employees, which means the private police feel more secure in the 
knowledge that their company will back them up. Even the best however 
have their bad apples, and some firms are riddled with corrupt officers 
making a lot of money from doing protecting deals with various criminals. 

Militia: These are not really any sort of viable police force, but more 
groups of local residents who have banded together against crime in their 
area. Many suburbs, even those already with police protection, have some 
form of milita, and they take various forms: from highly trained well armed 
troops to groups of residents with knives and bats. Militia's are mostly 
made up of those fed up with crime and determined and motivated enough 
to do something about it, no matter what. Militia are not immune to the 
touches of corruption, though a criminal element is more likely just to 
ignore or remove a militia than deal with it. Militia also seem to suffer the 
highest casualties per capita than other forces. 

Gangs: This form of "police" is somewhat related to militia, except the 
other side of the coin; the local gang have declared a certain area their 
own and police it themselves. Of course, the gangs are not just riddled 


| and Hawthorn has his company working extremely hard (some say making 


| ASL owns the most number of general policing contracts over the city ina 


Australian 
Securities Limited 


History: Australian Securities Limited began as 


a small security patrol and response company in late 1998. 
: ASL was on the road to falling prey to debtors when it was 
purchased by the current Chief General Manager, Dr. Geoffery 
Hawthorn. Hawthorn had studied the methods and structures of the 
successful overseas security companies and based the ASL mode! on them, 
including some of his own ideas he had collected from many years practising 
criminal law. Eventually ASL overtook the other companies specialising in 
security, and became Australia's largest. Hawthorn also struck several 
lucrative deals (2002 - 2010) with overseas companies to keep them out of 
"his" territory, though to competing Australian companies he gave no 
quarter, buying out some and breaking down others. Now, ASL is the 
largest nationwide security service, 
Service: ASL's main forte is security patrols. Before the Policing 
Deregulation Act (2007) this was mainly to industry and commercial sites. 
With deregulation, the whole lucrative general policing market opened, 


shady deals) to gather up as many suburban contracts as they could. Now, 


number of varying areas, both high and low class. Hawthorn has shrewdly 
avoided taking contracts for areas affected by nearby Trouble Zones; he 
knows such places are a lost cause and would only damage the company's 
reputation. 

Contracts with ASL come in two main forms: ASL will train local officers 
(company, residents, etc) as security, or will perform the security themselves. 
The former carries a higher initial fee but less ongoing costs; naturally, the 
latter is visa-versa. ASL representatives inspect all areas that contracts are 
being considered for, compiling as much as information as they can to 
assist the fina! report and thus the contract itself. 

Interests: ASL has investments everywhere. (Some rival companies, 
paraphrasing an old saying, call it "the long arm of ASL"). The company 
has interests as diverse as Medisponse, several fire stations (under the 
name Revolution Fire Systems) and even a computer research company 
(Makesh & Taylor Electronics). There are rumoured to be an untold number 


& 

of other interests. 
Heaquarters: Recognising that Melbourne was to become the corporate | * 
capital of the nation, Hawthorn put ASL National Headquarters in ASL Tower, cog 


on Collins Street (previously Collins Place. ASL demolished the twin towers 
and built a new, taller building). There is a Business Centre in the Sumusai 
Arcology, and branch depots and stations in every contracted area around 
the city. ASL has similar setups around the country. 

The main training base of ASL is a secret location in Central Victoria 
and contains facilities for everything from normal police training to anti- | 
terrorism to personal protection. 

Chief General Mamager: Dr. Geoffery Hawthorn, Ph.D(Law), is a balding, 
bespectacled man who lives a lonely, but still active life within ASL Tower. 
He lives within the building and rarely leaves it; when he does, it is under 
extreme security. Still, he is a very fit man, exercising daily in a private 


| gymnaisum and eating correctly. He is not married. 


Employees: ASL has 210,000 employees nationwide. Of that number, 
90% (189,000) are field personell. in Melbourne itself there are 65,000 
(48,000 field personell) 

Uniforms: All personell, regardless of department, wear the ASL logo 
on their breast pocket. Field patrol personell wear a tightly tailored dark 
blue shirt and trousers uniform. Uniform colours and makeup may vary 
according to climate. Executives and bodyguards wear dark blue suits. 
Special Operatives may wear whatever suits them. 


i Ares Predator I] or similar 


| Micro-transmitter 


| Charisma: 


ASL Officer 


Shadowrun Cyberpunk 


Body: 
Quickness: 
Strength: 
Charisma: 
Intelligence: 
| Willpower: 

i Essence: 
Reaction: 


| Skills: 

Etiquette (Corp) 
Etiquette (Street) 
Firearms 
Unarmed Combat 
Neighbourhood Know. 
Rumour mill 

Car 

Procedures 
Pscyhology 
Armed Combat 
Sociology 


Intelligence: 

Reflex: 

Tech: 

Cool: 

Attractiveness: 

Luck: 

MA: 

Body: 

Empathy: 

Skills: 
Combat Sense 
Awareness/Notice 
Hide/Evade 
Shadow/Track 
Aikido 
Pistol 
Shotgun 
Interrogation 
Interview 
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i Cyberware: 

Usually smartlink, eyes, armour, muscles, reflexes or something similar. 
Usually not more than 2 items. 

Gear: 

Sternmeyer Type 35 or similar 
Arasaka Rapid Assault (in vehicle) 
Heavy Armour Jacket 

Flak Pants 

Handcuffs 

Transmitter 


Gear: 


Enfield AS7 (in vehicle) 
Handcuffs 
Full body armour 


Description: 

Most ASL street officers are trained to treat the general public with 
respect, which is good for the corporate image. However they are also 
trained to deal with as many other situations as possible, including 
violent ones. For weapon use, ASL officers are taught that the firearm 
is the final resort; however it is well known that once an ASL officer 
| pulls his gun, he intends to use it. 


Government Officer 
Cyberpunk 


Shadowrun 


i Body: 
| Quickness: 
| Strength: 


Intelligence: 

Reflex: 

Tech: 

Cool: 

Attractiveness: 

Luck: 

MA: 

Body: 

Empathy: 

Skills: 
Authority 
Awareness/Notice 
Hide/Evade 
Shadow/Track 
Aikido 
Pistol 
Shotgun 
Interrogation 
Interview 


Intelligence: 
Willpower: 
Essense: 
Reaction: 


Skills: 
Etiquette (Corp) 
Etiquette (Streeet) 
Firearms 
Unarmed Combat 
Neighbourhood Know 
Local Rumour Will 
Car 
Police Procedures 
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Cyberware: 
Usually none. 
Gear: 

Sternmeyer Type 35 or similar 
Arasaka Rapid Assault (in 
vehicle) 

Heavy Armour Jacket 

Flak Pants 

Handcuffs 

Transmitter 


Gear: 

Ares Predator or similar 
Handcuffs 
Microtransceiver 

Defiance super shock taser 
Stun baton 

Armour jacket 
Description: 

Government police vary greatly from those seeking to right the world's 
injustice, to the desperate to hold a job, down to those completely 
corrupted by the criminal element around them. Accordingly, reactions 
to situations vary just as greatly; a “righter of wrongs" will pull his gun 
automatically, while a corrupted cop will attempt to escape and only 
use his weapon if cornered. 


with corruption, they are the makers of it; they demand protection money 
and even then only give protection at the whim of the current gang leader. 
Gangs differ, of course, and the odd one or two actually treat the residents 
under their "control" with a degree of respect. Most, however, rule by 
violence and fear. 

Callboxes: Before policing in Victoria was deregualted, the government 
went to great expense to install thousands of police "callboxes" across the 
state. These units, installed in light poles or, later on, in newsstand machines, 
were designed to allow a person in distress to contact immediately the 
Central Operations Centre. When private corporations moved in, most 
rewired the units to call their own control rooms. Some (10%) were 
completely disconnected but never removed. 

Response times to calls vary across the city. ASL has an excellent 
record, with most calls responded to within five minutes. The record of 
what is left of the Victorian Police Force (not taking into account Militia) is 
the worst, with some calls going completely unanswered due to lack of 
manpower. The government, corporate and private forces have the 
equipment necessary to trace a call from any vid-phone so that officers 
can arrive on the scene as soon as possible. This service has also been put 
to good use by the Ambulance and Fire companies. 


Next Issue 


Services - Ambulance, Sumusai Corporation and more. 


Corporate Officer 


Description: 

Corporate Security Officers vary so greatly, it is pointless to include 
statistics. Most are standard Street Samurai/Solos with minor personal 
variations, though the larger corporations (who can afford more upgrades 
on their staff) tend to pack their officers with as much firepower and 
cyberware as possible. 

When dealing with people he recognises as important, a corporate cop 
will be efficient, respectful and helpful, using reason before his weapon. 
When dealing with what he calls "lowlife street scum", he will also be 
efficient - and usually deadly. He considers all such people dangerous 
and will tend to use his weapons (any weapons) first, and not bother 
with the questions after. 


Militia Officer 


Shadowrun Cyberpunk 
Body: 3 = Intelligence: 3 
Quickness: 2 Reflex: 4 
Strength: 2 Tech: 1 
Charisma: 3 Cook 4 
Intelligence: 3 Attractiveness: 4 
Willpower: 2 ~=Luck: 3 
Essence: 6 MA: 5 
Reaction: 2 Body: 5 
Skills: Empathy: 5 
Armed Combat 2 ~— Skills: 
Firearms 2 Authority 2 
Etiquette (Street) 3 Awareness/Notice 3 
Neighbourhood Know. 5 Shadow/Track 1 
Brawling 1 
Pistol 2 
Cyberware: 
None (usually) 
Gear: 


Perhaps a pistol 
Club, knife, axe or other hand weapon 


Description: 

If you even /ook suspicious, he will beat you up - as long as he has 
plenty of buddies to help him. He will use a gun for intimidation; if 
you pull a gun, he will more than likely run like hell. 
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Cnaracter background and Artwork by Ken Stone 


After numerous requests from readers about the artwork in Genesis, 
we are happy that Ken Stone submitted to us this background to one of 
his most favourite characters in his drawings. We hope it explains some 


things.... 


Rana “Mian” De-mahn is a character based on my “mascot”, created 
under Cyberpunk 2020 rules with slight variations as used by Tony, the GM 
of the campaign of which she is part. The stats and skills listed represent 
the character after nearly a year of playing. Yes, she has survived that long! 

She is a member of an elite Federal Police highway intercept squad that 
seems to get more than its share of unusual assignments. She is also 
unnaturally lucky (blame the green dice. Best roll so far, 56 + skill points!) 


A BRIEF LOOK AT MIAN’S LIFEPATH. 


The following is a brief surnmary of the more important details of 
Mian’s life path, as detailed and expanded over the year of play. 

Initially born to an Australian Corporate exec and his half Korean 
secretary, Mian was sold to a Corporate tech family. She lived with them as 
their daughter “Annette Mathieson” until she was about nine, when arriving 
home from school she found impostors posing as her family. Fearing for 
her life, she ran, changing her name. 

She spent the next several years living in the combat zone of Sydney 
as Rana De-mahn. Determined to be more than just a combat zone statistic, 
she put herself through school by stealing and selling booze. After she 
was raped, a younger, though brawnier guy, “Glass”, decided he was her 
minder, so she survived until she was twenty without much physical harm. 

At this point a new friend in the government managed to arrange a 
place for her in the police force. After a few months she had saved enough 
for her first mod, a bushy tail that was a cross between that of a fox and 
pony, in red, to match her hair. This resulted in her being given the nickname 
“Mian” due to her similarity to a Japanese comic book character. 
(Pronounced Mee-ahn). 

After a tough eight year stint including a very nasty bullet wound (-1 
to Bod) and being steam-roiled in her interceptor by an oversized semi- 
trailer, she was sent off to Yass, a nice quiet out of the way place, where she 
joined a squad of other misfits, each who has their own story that is just 
about as weird. 

All events up to this point can be considered to be a brief summary of 
her lifepath up till the point she joined the game. While based on the 
Cyberpunk 2020 life path generator, they have been considerably fleshed 
out, to the point the character really seerns to have a history, something 


which is constantly referred to while playing the game, for example she - 


has managed to track down her natural parents, and keeps sending them 
postcards, though she has as of yet not received a reply. 


At the point I entered the game (which had been running for several - 


weeks already) Mian’s luck changed. The squad was onto something big, 
forcing them to go under cover. She jumped at the offered free biosculpting, 
being modified to look like an exotic dancer, thus the addition of the 
cosmetic fox ears. (She still has her real ones too, though her boyfriend is 
forever whispering in the wrong set!) Her partner, Shadow, was already a 


full-on exotic playbeing (looks just like the cat girl on pg 110 of Chrome 
Book 2), though the reason for her conversion was somewhat different. 
Shadow was converted against her will for sale as a sex slave, escaping 
before the purchaser took delivery. (Much more exciting than the lifepath 
description of “Disaster strikes! Imprisonment: You have been in prison or 
possibly held hostage...”!) 

Initially when Mian joined the squad, she was bitter and almost 
psychopathic (some say she still is), and in one instance ran a suspect 
down with a car when she ran out of bullets. As time passed, and different 
characters joined and left the party (due to the coming and going of their 
players) she mellowed to the point where she tries to avoid bloodshed if 
possible, and definitely avoids killing. This is partly due to her meeting and 
failing for the squad netrunner Peter “Whisper” Wilkinson. 

The original squad netrunner, Datamancer was called away on a 
kidnapping case, so this is where Whisper Wilkinson stepped in, initially 
as a plant to investigate them then later as a bonafide team member. As an 
NPC, his role was only to cover for Mancer during the weeks of the player's 
absence, instead the GM found himself expanding on the character concept 
to the point where Whisper has an interesting history of his own, including 
a clinging ex-fiancee who caused quite an uproar one session. 

The team has become closer knit since then, with several other members 
of the squad pairing up also. As for the solution to the big case? They are 
still working on it! 

Mian’s goals? I'll let you figure that out... 


NAME: Rana De-mahn (assumed) 
HANDLE: Mian 


STATISTICS — HEAL RATE 
[Intelligence 
jReflexes 10 


Tech oy 
|Cool 9 


CEM 


|Attractiveness 10 os 
|Move Allowance 5 | {gues — 
jLuck eam =REPUTATION 


|Body 6/7" | 
|/Empathy 8/7* | 


*Natural/Current 


 CYBERWARE 


5 


1 Neural Processor Tech Tattoo (later removed) 
Interface Plug Sandevistan booster 

| Vehicle link Fox ears 

| Smartgun Link 

| Muscle & Bone lace. (+2 to bod, after -1 injury = 7) 
| Skinweave SP 12 | 

| Tail (fox/pony) 


Ranga 
"Mian" 
De-mahn 
by Ken Stone 


SKILLS 


, Hand-gun 
* poi Seduction 
Special Abilities. (Second at 2* point Heavy Weapons 


cost, third at 3*, etc) Social Skills sind 
Aikido 
Authority Persuade/Fast Talk Melee 
Hi-rider 
|Combat Sense Motorcycle 
Attractiveness Mothercraft Rifle 
Personal Grooming intelligence Stealth 
/Wardrobe & Style Awareness/Notice SMG 
| Body Educ. Gen. Know iS a 
Zero-G Combat 2 (rule variation) | 
Endurance eer rode bi Zero-G Manoeuvre 
Strength Feat Expert N.S.W. 1 (N.S.W. Area Tech 
: ‘ Knowled 
Swimming GWIEOES) .. Basic Tech 
Cool Expert Tactics 3 Dismiies 
| Interrogation Lang. Japanese ‘ So 
i Wild Survival 1 
elena ae. Paint & Draw 
mpathy aiienes Weaponsmith 
Human Perception Expert Ventilators 35 (awarded after 


, D 
Interview seats rolling 68 on the task) 
Leadership Dodge 
Driving 


Welcome to Conquest '94 


Competition events cover Roleplaying, Freeforms, Minatures, 
Boardgames, Computer Games and Live Roleplaying. In addition to 
this, Conquest ‘94 is also presenting public participation and 
demonstration games, videos, Trader's Hall, Artist's Bank, late night 
gaming, our own canteen, Seminars, afternoon barbeques and our 


inaugural Fantasy Fair. 


The convention will be open for registration and the Epic Campaign- 
a-thon only, on Thursday night at 700 pm. Other competitions do not 
begin until 9.00 am on Friday. Competitions are 2.5 hours duration 
within a 3 hour time block. 

On Friday, Saturday, Sunday and Monday, the convention opens at 
8.30 am with competitions running 9.00 am to 12.00 noon, 10.00 
noon to 3.00 pm, 3.00 pm to 6.00 pm and 6.00 pm to 9.00 pm. Some 
competitions are also running late night sessions. There are no sessions 
after 12.00 noon on Monday. 


For the safety of patrons, the safeguard of trader's stock and the 


property of club and convention users, we 


have once more employed on-site 24 
hour security. We ask that convention 
attendants treat these people with 
courtesy as they are there to help 
you enjoy the convention to its 
full extent. 


Entry and Registration 


Before you can enter 
a tournament or 
competition, you must 
first register with the 
Only 
registered convention 


convention. 


attendees are eligible to 
receive prixes and 


trophies. 


Day visitors are 
admitted to the 
convention at the cost of 
$4.00 for pay. Visitors may 
join in the public participation 
games, but must register if they wish 
to enter competitions. Their visitors fee will be deducted from their 


registration. 
Public Transport 


Tram routes 18,19 and 20 depart along Elizabeth Street and all 
travel to stop 17 which is situated just outside the school. We advise 
patrons to check timetables for Easter schedules. 


Help Wanted 


‘We still need additional GMs for many of the tournaments. Anyone 
interested should contact Lyn on the Conquest Information Line as 


soon as possible. Fulltime GMs (GMing 7 or more sessions) do not pay. 


a registration fee. Part time GMs (2-6 sessions) pay only half the 
registration fee if they are also competing in tournaments. Non-playing, 


part-time GMs pay no registration fees. 

All players (GMs and Organisers included) must pay the relevant 
competition fees. 

In addition to GMs, we are currently seeking tournament writers 
and helpers for next year's convention. 1994 is a transition year for 


Conquest as it is being run by a new group of people. 


We gladly welcome any aid and/or advice which will help us make 
next year's convention even better. 


Convention Rules 


We ask patrons to please adhere to the following rules for the 


duration of the convention. 


1. NO WEAPONS (with the exception of those supplied and monitored 
by the Shadow League Live Roleplayers) are to be brought to, worn 
or carried at any time during the convention. 


2. Weapons supplied by the Live roleplaying groups are not to be 
taken indoors and are only to used in respect to other participants 


in LRP tournaments. 
. No smoking inside ANY of the buildings. 
. No sleeping on site. 


. No alcohol or illegal drugs on site. 


On OO FP WwW 


. Players who continually argue with a GM after a final decision has 


been made may be disqualified. 

7. Respect your fellow player's rights. 

8. Respect the premises (we'd like to come back next year). 
Entries and Enquiries 


For information about Conquest '94, please contact Lyn James on 
(03) 758 9097 between 6pm and 9pm. (Please don't call outside of 
these hours) 


Payments can be made by bank/personal cheques or postal 
‘note and must be made 

out to Conquest '94. Do 

not send cash by post. 

Post entries to: 

Conquest '94 

P.O.Box 310 

KNOXFIELD. M.D.A 3180 
Tournament Places 


Places in most 
tournaments are limited 
and are run on a “first in, 
best 


Ticking a session box on 


dressed" basis. 
the entry form does not 
guarantee you entry into 


that particular 


tournament. 


Nunawading Wargaming Association Inc. 

The NWA Inc. has been a supporter of Conquest since its inception 
in 1989. The club meets every second Friday night from 7.00 pm to 
12.00 pm and has over 100 members playing a mixture of wargaming 
and role-playing systems. Inquiries about NWA Inc. can be directed to 
Charles Csabi on (03) 720 7543. 

Final Word 

This year has been a transition year for Conquest. It has undergone a 
change of organisers and, as is want with most change-overs, much 
information has been lost in the transferral. We apologise to anyone who 
has ben inconvenienced or forgotten and ask that you bear with us. This 
year is a learning experience for the organisers and we have already begun 
planning for next year's convention. We gladly welcome any constructive 
input that you may have and invite you to become involved with Conquest 
1995. 

For further information on becoming involved in Conquest '95, contact 
Lyn James on (03) 758 9097 between 6pm and 9pm. 


Ww tv 


“ROLEPLAYING = 
AD&D A Question of Faith 
AD&D “Know O Prince” 
AD&D Ravages of Heathen Men 
AD&D Veshlu 
CofC A Handful of Dust 
CofC Passage to Darkness (T) 


FREEFORMS/LIVE ROLE PLAYING = 


Ind 
Elric! A Tale of Two Swords 
. A Matter of Time 
Vampire The Funeral March 
Paranoia Little Red Riding Bot rt fefefele{ Jefefe] fefele] [ey ind | 


SEMINARS AND COMPUTER GAMES. 


TEAM NAME 


Cthulhuish Ocean 
Cyberpunk Private Investigations 


Elric! Dreams of Dead Gods 

MWWG Escape From Planet of Mates (M) 1 felele| [elele| [elele] lele| 45) 
Runequest Murder Most Fowl r+ TTT fefefef el [ | [tt a 
Shadowrun That Which Is Not Dead 3 fele| | | [ele| | [ole] | [els | 
Star Trek Mirrored Vengeance rT TTT Tey tt 46! 
TORG Calm Before the Storm | 

Unique Execution team Alpha 


Vampire The Judas Grail 
WHFRP Stairway To Heaven 


Nahest’Cthmanakoth 3 je elele ejele|e 


LRP Robin Hood- Men With Rubber Sworss [ 1 [e| | Te] [ | [ele] | [efele| Ind | 


MINIATURES AND BOARD GAMES 


WHFB Fantasy Battle #1 

WHFB Blades of Leaping Gold 

OGRE/GEV 

Blood Bowl 

Battletech Martial Olympiad 

Man-O-War aa | 

Space Hulk — Honour, Glory, Testosterone 3 [efelo| [elelo] [efeleo| [ele] 2 | 


Diplomacy 1994 Vict. Championships (0) Pete] fete] fefelet ey Ind | 
Multi Player Boardgames PTT TT TE ET na 


Role Playing 101 : ejeolele|e e| e| ele Free Admission 
GM's Revenge Y lelelelelelele{e|o] [eleleje; | ~ Free Admission 
Computer Perfect General (F) | ref TT TELE E TL  UF[ ef ing | 


WH40K Dead By Dawn (D) Saturday 8.00pm to Sunday 9.00am 


Space Marines Epic Campaign-a-thon |_| Thursday 8.00pm to Friday 8.00am 
Nuclear War |_| Saturday Midnight to ? 
MWWG Escape From Planet of Mates Saturday Midnight to 3.00am (approx) 4-5 


Midnight Trivia Quiz Cm Saturday Midnight to ? Ind 


NOTE: (T) = No exact timetabling information available at time of printing (D) = Counts as a double session (i.e. costs $4.00) 
(M) = Also available as a Midnight Madness Session (F) = Final Round 
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SPACE HULK: 


VeENnGedlice! 


Designed By Angel & Fastjax 


3ac<GROUNbD 


One week ago, the Hulk Dominator appeared out of warp space on 
the sensors of the Imperium Five Outpost - at the outer extreme of the 
Homeworlds. Within a day, the Hulk had passed by the Outpost, completely 
ignoring it. The crew of the Orbital Outpost had thought themselves the 
target of the Hulk as it passed within mere hundreds of kilometres, but it 
kept going. They quickly calculated the projected destination of the Hulk. 
With horror, they realised the intention of the Evil that inhabited the Hulk - 
to reach Terra herself. 

Immediately the orders were issued and the Terminators gathered. 
There was no time available to clear the Hulk of the Enemy, and no known 
way to turn the Hulk aside. The En.eror ordered the Terminators to board 
the Hulk with charges and destroy the ship from the inside. And, anticipating 
all, he ordered ships of the Imperial fleet placed in the Hulk's path, ready 
to throw themselves against the mighty Hulk should the Emperor order it. 

Among six squads assigned to the Hulk, Squad One, First Order, were 
one of three squads under the command of Captain Orphenicus. The 
squads were to break into the Hulk via boarding torpedoes, plant charges, 


and withdraw. 


une rel A ET SS 
+ 30:24:29 
+ + Squad Two has reached target site. No resistance. 
+ + Command Squad enroute. 


+ + The Enemy shall die for their impurity. 


LS 


The charges had just been planted when things went wrong. 


Squad Two were on the left flank, and had been moving to withdraw 
when they came under heavy Genestealer attack. The Command Squad, 
with Captain Orphenicus, moved up to assist. Suddenly all of them were 


ambushed and slaughtered. 


ee Fe ne Oe NE eam rr RE ee 
+ 39:12:45 
+ + Command has been wiped out. 
+ + Only Squad One remains. 


+ + They are blessed who die for the Emperor. 


enn pm Pe ES FR AS LS SS 


Squad One are now the only Terminators left on the Hulk, the other 
squads having already left in their torpedoes. Angered by the loss of their 
Captain, with Genestealers moving in for the kill, they only have a short 
time to follow their commander's last order - to get off the Hulk before the 
charges explode. They intend to follow that order to the letter. 


O3sECtiVES 

The Marine charges have already been planted and all other squads 
have exited the Hulk. At least two of the remaining Marines must exit the 
Hulk into the boarding torpedo. 


The Genestealers must kill all the Terminators. 


rORCed 


Marine Adepius 
Stormbolter and 
Powerglove 


Marine Tonoviu 
Flamer (1 Reload) and 
Powerglove 
Sergeant 
Novulus 
Stormbolter | 


Powersword | Marine 


Anitaran 
Stormbolter 
and Chainfist 


Marine 
Valasam 
Stormbolter 
and Powerglove 


MARINES 


DePLOYMent 
Marines: The Marines may be deployed in 
| the marked squares with any facing. 


Stealers: The Stealer player may deploy the 
Per Turn | two initial blips at any entry point. 
2 | sPeGaAl 2ULe5 

Duration: The Marine player must exit the 
two Marines required for victory by the end of the twelfth turn. Upon 
completion of each turn's Endphase the Genestealer player will record the 
turn's passage on a slip of paper. When the twelfth Endphase has passed, 
the charges explode and the game is over. 


Boarding Torpedo: Once a Marine has exited the board into the boarding 
torpedo, it can not take part any further in the game, may not return, and 
may not fire from the boarding torpedo onto the board. 


ViccORY 
To win, the Marines must exit two Terminators off the map into the 
boarding torpedo. 


if the Marines fail to get two Terminators into the torpedo before the 
time expires, the game is a draw. 


If the Genestealers kill all the Marines, it is a Genestealer victory. 
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Torpedo Entrance 
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2 a | [X] MARINESDEPLOY | 
qi | A STEALER ENTRY AREA | 


Almost anyone who has ever played a game on a PC knows about 
Wolfenstein. Adapted from an age old Apple game (and who knows what 
other computers had it), turned into a 3D environment, and given kick-ass 
graphics and sound, the game was a huge success. Added to this was the 
wisdom of ID Software in releasing a cut down version as shareware - so 
that everyone could experience the fun, excitement and adventure. 

For some time now, ID had been promising to go one up on Wolfenstein. 
From tentative ideas came some much publicised still shots of a true three- 
dimensional world, with long twisting dark corridors, lights and shadows, 
windows and holes in walls, and gruesome creatures for the player to attack. 


Now it's arrived. 


In my cpinion, Doom was worth the wait. The graphics are not only a 
step up from Wolfenstein, but a whole leap. ID have produced a feel fora 
3D environment that could be called the closest thing to Virtual Reality 
without the helmet. 

Doom is a "first person" adventure/action game where you are a Marine 
sent in to a base infested with evil creatures and other "posessed” Marines. 
You begin with a pistol, and over the course of the game you collect various 
bigger and better weapons - a shotgun, a rotary cannon, a rocket launcher, 
a plasma rifle, all the way up to the coveted BFG 9000 - what the letters 
BFG mean are left up to the imagination. Each weapon has its own 


characteristics and limitations - the shotgun is excellent for close up fighting, 
but next to useless at long ranges. You fight your way through level after 
level, solving some puzzles and finding secret doors, collecting keys to get 
out, until eventually you reach the big nasties you know are just waiting for 
you at the end. 

As said previously, the game has great graphics. It also has beautiful 
sound - creatures roar and growl, doors slide open with a hiss, and your 
guns fire with varying sounds according to the weapon. For those out 
there with a sound card, plug in the stereo and turn it up loud. The sounds 
even change according to distance - a creature some distance away will be 
soft, and a door opening far off is sure enough to raise anyone's paranoia. 
This is a great effect that really curdles the blood - in addition to the dark 
shadows and flouro lights that don't work properly and flash on and off, 
spoiling the vision in a really chilling way. 

The game has three missions, each progressively harder, and four levels 
of difficulty to play them at. At the harder difficulty levels, players are 
faced by more monsters who are harder to kill, and the puzzies are harder 
to figure out. It is a pity that more things don't change though, because 
after repeated playings the novelty does wear off. However, in the whole 
context of the game, this is a small gripe for what is a beautiful piece of 


work. 


Wolfenstein blew you away with its graphics and special fx. You screamed 


for more. 


id software's 


hus was born 


ATTITUDE IS EVERYTHING 


Have the Style. Have Genesis. Live the Edge. Live Genesis. 


Back Orders: 
Issue 1 


_. @ § 1.00 each 
_. @ § 1.00 each 


| | Yes! Send me issue 4 at the special price of $1.50! 


__. @ § 1.50 each = 
Postage & Packaging 


issue 4 


Total 


Please make cheques or Money Orders out to Three Guys Publishing. 


Please do NOT send cash through the mail. 
Post to: GPO Box 4061MM Melbourne Vic 3001 


Name: 
Address: 


Postcode: 


State: 


Get the Attitude. Get GENESIS. 


$1.50 


Jeremy Sadler has over 10 years 
experience in gaming of all types, 
aying, GMing and tournament 
organising. He enjoys music, 
movies, creative writing, sports and 


Incoming! 


Conquest Issue! 


of course writing for Genesis. In Genesis 4: 

| Derek Clarkson (aka Spartacus) Melbourne By Night 
can't remember how many years he fz Our city in the future 
has been gaming. He works in the The GameMastering Art 


computer industry and enjoys the lap- 
warming comfort of his cat Sam, 
computer-art, and several good 
drinks. He is an experienced scenario 


"Testing Grounds" 
Mini-Campaign Part Two 


fi designer and GM who enjoys Paranoia 
discovering new and inventive ways ; 
to scare players. Arcologies 


Inside the Corporate centres 


Ken Stone has been interested in 
cybernetics, cars and girls for as long 
as he can remember and enjoys 
combining the three in fiction and art. 
® He is Sysop of Chaos BBS, which is 
dedicated to Anime, Cyberpunk and 
&| programming. 


and lots more! 


Ryan Alexander has many years of 
gaming under his belt and enjoys 
talking and writing about it. He also 
enjoys computer games, reading and 
creative writing. 


Fina 


Mentioned in the incoming! above is that Genesis 4 is going 
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i 
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to be the "Conquest Issue". Yes, that's right - the release of Issue 


Fastjax is an online User-ID. He is 4 will coincide exactly with the first day of Conquest '94 at 


Forum-Op of the Moon Shadow BBS 
Role Playing and Star Trek Forums, 
and can be contacted on almost any f 
BBS. (You should see this guy's 
3 phone bill! - Ed) 


Melbourne University High School - Friday Ist April. This just | 
happens to also be April Fool's Day, and suffice it to say we're | 
getting our practical jokes ideas together already... 

Genesis will be at Conquest, in fact most probably at our 
own stall, so you will actually get to meet one or two of the | 
people behind the magazine! We don't bite, we promise. 


Angelis also an online User-ID. She Issue 4 also promises to be bigger in alot of ways. With the | 


is a secondary mathematics teacher 
with a love of role playing and board 
games and enjoys the company of F 
her boyfriend Fastjax. 


new look introduced in this issue, we also bring in new articlesin | 
the next - Paranoia being the most glaring example, as Fastjax 
has given us a scenario/hints article that he has just completed. 

Melbourne By Night continues of course, with some more 
general information about the city as well as our first of the many 


Movies that kept us sane: Corporate Fact Sheets - this one on the Sumusai Corporation, the | 


The Three Musketeers owner/builders of the huge arcology that towers over the Central 


Business District. Also, we begin to delve deeper into the city 


Henry V 
Much Ado About Nothing 4 itself - who lives where with what. 
Peter's Friends : Spartacus and Fastjax got together to write an article about | 
Sneakers GameMastering, along similar lines to The Role Playing Art by 


Blade Runner Ryan Alexander in this issue. Hopefully these hints and tips will 
make GMing a little bit easier and a whole lot more fun. 

Thought for this issue: Of course, | don't have the space to go into everything that's 
going to be contained in Issue 4, though we are confident it's | 


, \ 
The Golden Rule: Whoever has the | going 16 Be nee 

gold makes the rules Finally, a last thanks to everyone who has supported us 

through the teething problems of getting this magazine going, 

and a special big thanks to all our readers for taking the time to 


check us out. See you next time. 


GAMES SHOP a 


Every Sunday is a Games Day! 


Come on in and join in 
Call 650 3520 for more detail 


The Dungeon 
A Magic "friendly" environment 


